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es I love Omar ! " exclaimed Miss Jorkins raptur^
ously, immediately she had booked Mrs. Kenning-
Smith for a sweetbread. " Things is openin' up some-
thin3 wonderful!"

" Yes, yes," replied Mr. Higgins, tucking his thumbs
into his waistcoat and expanding his chest. <c There's
such a lot of openin' up to be done in this world,
specially in  lifc'rafcur'.   You're a hapt pupil,
Miss Jorkins, and I've no doubt that before long you'll
be able to study Wagner's King with real enjoyment."'

" Ring ? " said Miss Jorkins, giggling- ic I^m quite
sure I should like that! "

Her guileless employer beamed approval, while the
little curtain over the glass door fluttered ominously.

a There's nothin'like Natur'," continued Mr. Hig-
gins, " flowers and trees and that, for 'elpin' one
to understand the beauties of po'try. I read Keats'a
' Ode to a Nightingale ' in Kew Gardens for the first
time, and I don't mind tellin' you, Miss Jorkins, that
wot with the beauty of the lines and the 'toxicatin^
surroundin's, I was so transported with delight that it
was a long time before I could pull myself together.'y

"My!" exclaimed Miss Jorkins sympathetically.
^You don't say so!" Then, with just the faintest
suspicion of a sigh : tt I've never been to Kew Gardens.
Must be a fine place, Mr. 'Iggins, from all accounts."

tc Never been to Kew Gardens ? Then you ^ave
neglected your edication. Miss Jorkins. Kew Gardens
is the halpha and homeka of all that's truly beautiful.